DELAUNEY : Rotten, was she ?

SECRETARY : Perfectly putrid, Mr. Delauney.

DELAUNEY : Yes, well, there you are. e" With

best of good wisheSj sincerely yours/' Now. I

want you to send a copy of that cable from the

Shuberts to Eaglestein ; get that off at once.

SECRETARY : What about those South African

accounts ?

DELAUNEY : I'll take them this afternoon.

SECRETARY : But you've got the Entertainment
Tax Committee meeting at five.

DELAUNEY : Well, we'll have to get through
before, that's all.

[Telephone rings on the SECRETARY'S desk.
SECRETARY (at telephone] : Hullo ! Mr. Who ?
DELAUNEY : Pm not seeing anyone.

SECRETARY (at telephone} : Hold the line, please.
It's Mr. Compton Schloss,

DELAUNSY ; Who's he ?

SECRETARY : He's an author, isn't he ?

DELAUNEY : Oh, yes, of course, yes ! Ask him
in. Why, of course.

SECRETARY : Show Mr. Schloss up, please.
DELAUNEY : Get those letters through. I'll sign
them at once.
SECRETARY : Very well, Mr. Delauney.

[The door opens L. and another clerk shows in
MR. SCHLOSS.

Clerk goes.

MR. SCHLOSS looks something like an author, but
not much. He registers thanks to the clerk who
showed him in, smiles a childlike smile to the retiring
246